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	1. Meet Jack Carnegy

Character Bio

Name: Jack Carnegy

Alias (es): James Verxn; Z; D. J. Verne

Title (s): Wanderer; Conduit; Monster; Lucifer; The Evening Star; Bio-Terrorist; Faceless Angel

Species: Human; ?

Age: 17

Description: Average height for a teenager, blackish-brown hair, dark-green eyes, usually has a blank, sleepy look on his face

Personality: (Sorry, but you'll have to actually read the story to find out. I don't do spoilers… Usually.)

Powers: (Will develop more as the story progresses.)

-Primordial Leech: Copies a basic layout of abilities based off of the source (similar to Delsin from Infamous Second Son), can make the abilities stronger and more versatile over time with practice

-Electricity: Basic coverage (for now)

~Absorb electricity, Fires electric bolts, Sky drop, Electric thrusters

-Ice: Basics

~Absorption, Frost Blasts, Ice Wall, Ice Pillars, Freezing objects, Cryo-grenades

-Smoke: Basics (Some control over fire as a by-product)

~Absorption, Smoke Dash, Smoke Shots, Smoke-grenade, Sky drop, Smoke thrusters, Fire breath, Fire fist, Flame Whips

-Glass: Pure Basics

~Absorption, Glass Blasts, Glass fist

-Expert in hand-to-hand combat

-Superb actor

-Proficient in fire-arms

-Singer

-Above-average thinker

/**Well there you have it. This will be my oc character for this series. Just as a heads up, this will NOT be a simple add-in or a crossover, I'll be trying a multiverse sort of thing here. I hope you guys will enjoy this, but this will be my first time writing fanfiction, so bear with me. I'll be looking for some guidance if anyone's offering. So, **_**Adios**_**!**


	2. Prologue

**T.K****: Sup guys. I hope I do well here, but if not, don't flame the Hell out of me. Anyhow, Jack!**

**Jack****: Right. Taken Kings doesn't own anything that you're about to see/read (unfortunately, except for me and my bad luck).**

**T.K****: I heard that.**

**Jack****: Fuck off!**

**T.K****: Well, it's show time!**

**Prologue****: Second Chance**

_** The C.C.G. had descended upon the 20**__**th**__** Ward like a flood.**_

_** Just as Aogiri did in response, but only bloodier.**_

_** A teenager of 16 could only watch as the Ward he had lived in, burn to a crisp. The blackish-haired boy vomited as the blood (and limbs) flowed down the street. Once he let it all out, the teen ran down an alleyway, hoping to escape the carnage. The sounds of fighting became a whisper when something huge fell into the alley with an explosion. As the dust cleared, the boy barely managed to not turn around and run from the creature. He knew it wouldn't help.**_

_** For the One-Eyed Ghoul stood before him. Despite the steaming cuts that decorated its body, the Ghoul didn't look like it was harmed. In fact, as the colossus stared at him, it looked hungry.**_

_** "OH GOODY," it giggled in a high-pitched voice.**_

___**"A SNACK!" **_**Oh shit.**

_**Then, the entire world blurred, flickered, and mixed itself up, all at once. Almost like an old computer that'd finally crashed as the world went blank.**_

Opening my eyes to see nothing, I sighed before clicking the lamp on. The nightmare faded away as the train rushed by, leaving the empty apartment to shake for a few seconds. I simply lied there for a second, staring up at the ruined ceiling.

It was gonna be another one of **those** days, I thought.

Yawning as I stood up, I stretched, then headed to the bathroom. As I freshened up, the glass from my bedroom window cracked as an egg went splat.

"Fuck you **Bio-Terrorist**! Have a fucked-up day!"

I rolled my eyes, then continued to get dressed for another, long, day. Ever since the blast happened up in Empire City, life went on as usual in Chicago. You'd wake up, get ready, eat breakfast, and go do what you had to do.

In my case, school. It was pretty average in my opinion. They threw in all of the grades at my school, so it was a mix-match of little kids and teenagers. Still though, there were jocks, cheer leaders, couples, mathematicians, and so on. There wasn't many cases of bullying around campus, next-to zero rumors, and nothing, "extraordinary," either.

**Then the Beast came.**

Like someone flipped a switch, then BAM! Gang violence erupted, nobody trusted anyone, and people started to come down from a mysterious plague. Some died, and others, they'd just disappear. I was cautious when **they** came by my house. Before martial law had come into effect, I went online and dug deeper than an average ten-year old could for info.

Unfortunately, I struck gold. **Blood**, red, gold. The ones who weren't killed off became Conduits. Mostly referred to as, "Bio-Terrorists," by the vast majority. They were like superheroes, or, in the people's case, supervillains.

When the government dropped by, they just wanted a simple blood test. Barely after a five-minute analysis of my blood, the machine dinged. As soon as the cuffs came out, my dad hit the man in the face. My mom hurried me to the back door before telling me to run. I had barely made it three blocks before I heard gunshots.

I didn't need to turn back to see the bodies. I felt too dead inside to deny the truth. I just knew too much back then. Then, to add to my misery, it rained. I don't remember for how long I ran through those empty streets. All I know is that I didn't stop until lightning struck a street lamp.

The lamp post fell on me, the residue electricity from the lightning was arcing off of me, electrocuting me. The pain was so excruciating that I forgot about my heartache. When it stopped, I began to slip away from my body, and the pain. Before I could pass out, lightning struck again. It hit me that time. As the electricity flowed through my body, I finally understood why everything happened. The answer came as the lightning settled in my veins.

I was a Conduit.

As the years rolled by, I started having nightmares as my powers grew. Electricity was only the beginning. Through unforeseen accidents, I acquired ice, smoke, and (recently) glass. Shaking my head clear of any troubling memories, I started to run.

When the Beast died, that's when the nightmares began. As a vast majority of Conduits died that day, I fell into a particularly nasty nightmare. It depicted a very graphic, bloody, war between heaven and hell. I woke up before a huge demon ate me. I was so paranoid that day, I jumped at my own shadow. In the next one, I was inside a meteor that fell out of the sky. The one after that, I was tied to a jeep that fell off of a cliff, into an icy-cold valley.

After a month of those nightmares, I stopped reacting to them. Just to give myself something else to think about, I picked up a gun, learned how to shoot, and went on from there. I'd read, train, deceive, fight, and so on. With my natural talent for blending in, I had brought down many of the gangs plaguing Chicago without putting a gun, or fist, to anyone's head. Using my self-taught smarts and newfound powers, I'd brought back clean water and electricity to the people. Then, whenever the D.U.P came knocking, I'd, "knock," back. Harder.

To the D.U.P, I was the Monster of Chicago. The prisoners in the jail cells of Chicago called me The Evening Star. The people of the city, well, they called me the Faceless Angel. I liked that last one the most. However, due to me being, "faceless," no one thanked me for anything. Instead, they'd throw glass bottles at me (which is how I, eventually, got my latest power), shot me, and cursed at me. No wonder I'm very, "anti-social."

Anyway, due to a Conduit causing problems for the D.U.P in Seattle, the majority of D.U.P officers left to deal with the problem. That was why I'm currently running away from a D.U.P outpost, with a bag full of blast shards, and a head full of the DUP's core relays' positions.

With the DUP's man power cut down to its minimum, taking the relays would be child's play.

Once I drain them and power up, I'm gone. Sure, I grew up here and so did my parents, but that's in the past. The people looked at me like a disease. Even if they knew everything that I'd done for them, things wouldn't change. So, it's time for this angel to disappear.

For good.

Everything had gone to Hell.

Delsin Rowe had beaten, and exposed Augustine to the entire world. While Seattle cheered, Chicago was bathed in flames. With Augustine gone and the government about to eliminate the rest of them, the D.U.P went nuts. Conduit or not, they'd shoot anything that moved. With nothing holding them back, they consumed Chicago like a forest fire.

Shooting things up, was only the tip of the iceberg. Some people were strung-up on concrete crosses, bleeding from their bullet wounds. Others were whipped with concrete infused to the end of a whip. Women were raped in the middle of the street while their husbands, boyfriends, fathers, mothers, sisters, or brothers were forced to watch. All in the name of, "protection."

"Fuck that!" I spat out in fury.

I jumped off of a roof, and drove my glassified fist through a DUP's head.

My mind bleed with images with each D.U.P I killed.

A lightning-infused hand drove through another D.U.P officer's head.

_**A teenager had sat down at the table, mind brimming with multiple ways to win the match. After a few moves in, he moved his king forward.**_

_** "Why move that piece?"**_

_** The tall, thin teenager stared at his opponent with his calculating, purple eyes. A few seconds later he smirked.**_

_** "If the king doesn't move, then his subjects won't follow." The room blanked out until only the chessboard and the king remained.**_

**The black king**

I picked up a fallen rifle and fired at another D.U.P soldier. He'd barely fallen over when I threw an ice spear, impaling itself in another soldier's chest.

_**The dust blew away, revealing a teenager with white hair.**_

_** "Not bad. But I can do better." He brought his thumb over a finger, and cracked the finger as he smiled a mad smile. Panting could be heard from his adversary, then came out an insane roar as it charged him. The teen's tendrils came out to meet the brute as they continued to clash. **_

"KANEKI!" I roared as I brought my fist to the ground, causing ice spikes to impale any D.U.P soldiers around me.

_**A space of dancing darkness and light disappeared as thousands of multiple pinpricks of light surrounded two teenagers with key-looking swords. A man with white hair appeared above the dome of lights and pointed at the boys. On an unspoken command, the lights shot out at them, in a never-ending rain of light. Undaunted, the two began to deflect them with their blades as the lights came at them faster and faster. Not long after which, everything blurred to white.**_

__The DUP's shortly trickled to nothing as the sky blanked out. I turned around at the sound of footsteps, but nothing was there. When I turned back around, everything was blank.

**T.K****: So yeah. This here is the beginning of Jack's story. As you can tell, I used a variety of different scenes from games and anime to compose the nightmares and while Jack wrecked the DUP. What I'm planning on doing with this? You'll just have to keep on reading.**

**Jack****: Yup. Keep on watching for all of the embarrassing shit Taken Kings wi-**

**T.K****: Well, until next time folks. **__


	3. It's Poll time!

**Hey guys.**

**Coupled with some E.O.I's that've been thrown my way, it's taking a little longer than expected to pump out some more chapters.**

**Fortunately, this is where you guys come in.**

**Jack****: Yeah, so no pressure guys.**

**As soon as you read this, I want you guys who're actually fascinated by the story so far to leave some reviews regarding some subjects that I want to address.**

**A****. Whether or not Jack joins with Fairy Tail right off the bat. I'm leaving it up to you guys to vote on this outcome. Spoiler: I'm dropping him off when Phantom Lord's guild house becomes that huge robot after the Jupiter cannon has been obliterated.**

**B****. Should I do a pairing for Jack while he's in Magnolia or not? (Hey, you guys already know that he's not staying here, indefinitely. That doesn't mean that he won't come back eventually here.)**

**C****. Do you want to see Jack wreck Joseph like a boss?**

**So yeah. These polls will be going down one-by-one until midnight for the next few days. They will be listed as polls A, B, and C. Just give me your input and I'll try to do my best. Poll A will be over by tomorrow at midnight. Poll B will start immediately afterwards and end April 21st at midnight. And finally, Poll C will start after Poll B's done and end at midnight on April 23rd.**

**Also, before I forget, for those of you who are voting on the pairing or not, I want to hear WHO you guys think would be a good choice as a pairing for him (NO male pairings, seriously).**

**Jack****: Seriously, I will NEVER roll that way**


	4. Chapter 1

**T.K****: It's what you've all been waiting for (sortof). Let's all recount the tale of the Primordial Leech Conduit's first dimension jump!**

**Jack****: Fuck you. I hate remembering the, "jump," as you call it.**

**T.K****: Suck it up Buttercup.**

**Jack****: Whatever. Taken Kings doesn't own a dam thing you are about to read. The only thing he **_**does**_** own is unfortunately me.**

**T.K****: He forgot to mention that I do own the idea regarding all of the shit that's gonna happen to him, eventually. But yeah.**

**Chapter 1****: Dimension Falling**

When my vision went back to normal, all I saw was blue. After about ten seconds of feeling nothing but air, I realized something.

_**I was falling out of the sky.**_

Having forgotten that I could, sortof, fly, I panicked.

"Oh SHIT!" I shouted.

As I fell, it appeared as if my body was flickering. For a few seconds, I'd be wearing some kind of cape around my body and a helmet that limited my vision. Then, I'd be wearing some torn-up jeans and a shredded black shirt. Finally, I'd be back in my original clothes, some jeans, a white T-shirt, and some old shades on my head. This, "flickering," went on for, maybe five, ten minutes? Hell, it could've been a year for all I knew.

When it finally stopped, I could see the ground. Using my smoke thrusters, I'd barely managed to slow down my fall when I crashed, face first, into a tree.

_You should've done it sooner Jack._

"No dip Sherlock," I muttered.

After a few punches to the trunk, I had managed to dislodge my body from the tree. Once my clothing was back into a presentable state (amazingly enough there isn't even a single scratch anywhere), I turned my gaze to the surrounding forest.

"Definitely not in Chicago anymore," I muttered. Facing the tree I crashed into, I began to climb until I'd reached the top. Seeing as how my view of beyond the forest was obstructed by more trees, I leapt onto the next tree. I did this three more times before finally breaking through the thick canopy of trees.

"What the Hell? Why's there a big, ass, transformer here?"

Turns out that I'm currently not that far away from civilization. The bad news? A huge robot-thing is wrecking the city that's almost a mile away from me.

"Shit! Any more people die, and I'm gonna to absolutely drop a nuke on this deceptacon's ass."

I launched off of the tree and parkoured my ass off to get through the forest.

"Yup, shit. Definitely not in my world." Phantoms continuously emerged from the slow moving robot, doing battle by a wrecked building. Their combatants utilized, what I believe to be, magic against them.

Most people would've tried to deny **all** of this. Me however? I watch first, then decide whether or not I'm on drugs.

Looking at the robot again, I leapt up to climb on its leg….. only to be smacked down by a hoard of phantoms.

"Punks," I muttered, emerging from the pile of paralyzed phantoms. Shortly afterwards, they faded from existence. I brushed the dust off of me before taking in my surroundings.

I had, apparently, crashed into a costume shop. Anyone could tell by all of the ruined clothing, masks, and props. I picked one up out of curiosity and slipped it on (for anyone who's watched/read Black Bullet, the mask looks like Kagetane's mask). After looking at my reflection, I sighed in contempt.

"Dam it! Oh well," I shrugged.

"The journey of a thousand miles begins with a single, badass appearance."

I took the mask off, then stripped down to my boxers. After shoving my clothes into a bag, I started running around the store, grabbing clothes as I went by. After a few tries, I got together my, "new look." I wore a new, white T-shirt with a red tie, under a black, long-sleeved, button-up shirt, and some navy-blue jeans with the legs partially covering my black, steel-toed boots. After making certain everything was right, I slung my bag over my shoulder.

(3rd Person Point-of-View)

Jack stood on top of a church, waiting to leap aboard the transformed guild house. Under the mask, he seethed at the sight of Fairy Tail's disheartened guild members. He wasn't mad at them, no, Jack was pissed at whomever had made them this way. Sure, he didn't know exactly what was going on, but he knew that someone had taken something important to them.

And Jack was gonna make them pay.

Unnoticed by Jack, his appearance changed twice before changing back. The first, was him wearing a black cape, that was red on the other side, a purpleish suit, and a mask with a blueish visor that his his face. The next one, he wore an all black battlesuit, his hair had turned pure white, a Frankenstein-like mask, with a zipper showing teeth, obscured all of his face, except for an eye. The eyeball itself had turned black, and the iris became red. Then, he turned back into his original appearance.

An explosion occured near the top of the giant, shorty followed by a huge fire blast. The guild house's pace was reduced to a crawl once the smoke cleared. Before jumping off of his perch to crash into the giant's head, Jack cracked his index finger. As he brought his electric- charged fist to the giant, beneath the mask, he smiled an insane smile. Just. Like. Kaneki.

"IT'S SHOWTIME!"

**T.K: ****There you have it folks. Hope you enjoyed the first chapter. I won't post anymore chapters until all of the polls are done. Until then, **_**Adios**_**. **


End file.
